
cate it. 

'Prince Thafc to make him cate twenty of his words,but cft> 
you vfe me, thus Ned? muff I marrie your fifter? 

Boyne: God fend the wench no worfe fortune, but I neuer 
faidfo, 

‘Prince Wei, thus we play the fooles with the time, and the 
fpiritsofthe wifefitinthcclowdes andmockevs, is your ma. 
(ter here in London? 

Bard. Yea my Lord, 

Prince Where flaps he? doth the old boare feede in the old 
Frankc? 

'Bard. A t the old place, my Iord,in Eaftcheape, 

Prince V Vhatcompanie? 

Bijf Kphefians, my ford, of the old church. 

Prime Sup any women with him? 

Boy None my lord, but old miftris Quickly, and miftris Dol 
Tere- (licet. 

Prince VVhat Pagan may that be? 

Toy A proper gentlewoman fir, and a kinfwoman of my 
tnafters. 1 

Prmce Eucn fuch kinne as the parifli Heicfors are to the 
towne bull, (hall we fleale vpoii them Ned atfupper? 

Poynes I am vour ftiadow my Lord,ile follow you. 

Prince Sirra,you boy and Bardolfe, no worde to your ma- 
tter that I am yet come to towne 1 , thercs for your filence. 

Bar . I haue no ton gue fi r , 

'Boy And for minenrj will gouerneit. 

Prince Fare you well : go, this Doll Tere-fheetefhould be 
fom erode, 

Tcym 1 warrantyou, as common as the way between S. Al- 
bons and London, 

Prince How might we fee Falttaffe beffow himfelf to night 
in his true colours , and not our fclues be feene? 

Poynet Putontwoletherncierk'msandapfons, and waite 
vpon him at his table as drawers. 

Prince From a god to a bul,a hcauy dcfcenfion>it was Ioues 
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cafe from a pince to a prentife , a low transformatton.that (hat 

£ mine , for in cnery thing the purpofemuft weigh with the 

follv/ollow me.Ntd, ^ , __ %* KU 

rj' Northumberland hit wife, and the wife to Harry Perae. 

North. I pray thee louing wife and gentle daughter, 

Giue eucn way vnto my rough affaires, 

Put not you on the vifage of the times, 

And be like them to Percy t-oubldcme. 

Wife 1 haue giuen ouer, I will fpeake no more, 

Do what you wil, your wifedome be your guide. 

North . Alas fweete wife, my honor is at pawne, 

And but my going, nothing cin redeemcit. 

Kate O yet for Gods fake go not to die(e wars, 

The time was father,that you broke vouf word, 

When you were more endeere to it then novv, 

When your o wne Percie,when my hearts deere Harry, 

Threw manv a Northward looke.to fee his father 
Brin <*vp his powers, but lie did long in Vain e. 

Who thenperfwadedyouto (lay at home? 

There were two honors loft, yours, and your fonnes, 
Foryouisjthe God of heauen brighten it. 

For his,it ftucke vpon him as the (iinnc 
In the grey vault of heauen, and by his light 
Did all the Cheualry of England moue 
To do braucafts,he wasindeedetheglafte 
Wherein the noble youth did drefle themfelues. 

North. Bethrevv your heart, 

Faire daughter, you do draw my fpirites from me, 

With new lamenting ancient ouerfights. 

But I muft go and meete with danger there, 

Or it will feelce me in an other place. 

And find me worfe prouided. 

Wife O flic to Scotland , ■ 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons, 

Haue oftheirpuiftancemadc a little talle. 

Kate If they get ground and vantage of the King, 

V . - * D 2 Then 
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